12                                WITH NO  REGRETS

To be punished, locked up alone or be deprived
of my supper was a frequent occurrence with me
but it rarely happened to my sister. She was always
obedient and docile, most probably because it was
less troublesome to obey than to disobey. Yet in
spite of my resentment and my tantrums, 1 loved
my governess deeply and I knew she was very fond
of me too.

As a child I saw very little of my parents. Father
was always very busy and I saw him only for a short
while in the mornings and again in the evenings.
I saw mother more often, but did not have much to
do with her. When she was well, mother could never
sit quietly, and always had to be doing some house-
work in spite of a fleet of servants waiting to carry
out her smallest commands. I loved her very much
and worshipped her loveliness, but many a time
my childish heart grieved because I felt she did not
care for me as much as I should have liked.

Jawahar, my brother, was the apple of her eye
and she made no secret of her love for him. Father
was* no less proud and fond of Jawahar, may be
even more so than mother, but he was less demon-
strative about it as he had a tremendous sense of
justice and fairness and he did not want any one
of us to feel that the other was a favourite. In this
he succeeded. Yet, constantly hearing a great deal
in praise of Jawahar, I became rather jealous of
him, and was not sorry because he was away from
home.

My sister Swarup was very lovely and was spoilt
by everybody, but somehow of her I was never jea-
lous. I took it for granted that anyone as beautiful
as she was, should naturally be made much of, and
1 was exceedingly fond of her.

My childhood was one of clock-like regularity.
I started the day by going for a ride every morning
which I loved and still do to this day. Father was